Dear Nikki, 



I think in a lot of ways we are different but the same; or similar but different Maybe that is why I have 
always felt such an affinity towards you even though we have never met 



While I tend to consider myself to be "selfishly selfless", I have come to realize that you could be the 
diametrical opposite, someone who is likely "selflessly selfish". And while I believe we both have good 
intentions, I also feel the commonality (or common ground) is that these are all rooted in some 
deeply seated insecurities. 



To me, being "selfishly selfless" means that I tend to want to do things for others that makes me feel 
good about myself, sometimes to the point of overdoing it and coming off as being very pushy or 
even controlling. If I were to be completely honest with myself, my being "selfless" is actually an 
apparent act when it is really just a way for me to be selfish without feeling guilty about it. But to go 
even deeper, I think it is neither about being selfish nor selfless, and that these are merely two sides of 
the one same coin that perhaps I unknowingly and unwittingly used to distract and deflect from my 
own personal truth: the insecurity that no one would really like or accept me for who I really am, and 
so I have to put on all these different facades in order not to get hurt. My rationale is that if they did 
not know who I am, if I never shared the real 'me' with them, then any rejection would not be able to 
touch or affect me personally. 



Of course, sometimes it all comes down to a matter of perspective, but I do feel that at times you can 
be so selfless that it actually transmutes into a form of selfishness. For example, you had once shared 
with me that : "I think, if I believe that kind of love is possible, how selfish would I be to agree to a 
commitment that denies someone else that opportunity if I don't feel that way about them?"... I had 
to read that several times in order to really understand what you were saying. I think you meant that 
the reason you did not wish to "settle" is because you did not want to sacrifice or deprive the other 
person from the chance of meeting his own 'soulmate 1 . And while in a sense that is so selflessly 
beautiful, it can also be perceived as being selfish at the same time, because you would be depriving 
that person of his own choice of whether or not to be with you at the expense and to the exclusion of 
all else. It is one thing if you felt disloyal to your 'soulmate' for settling with another guy, but who are 
you to proactively make that decision for him and to deprive this other guy from making his own 
personal choice and decision to forsake all else, including the possibility and potential of someone 
even better down the road, in order to commit to you and to be with you forever? But perhaps that 
was a bit too harsh, maybe you have been hurt in the past and taking such a stance is the only way 
you can allow yourself to feel safe and secure enough to enter into an agreement of a relationship 
with anyone at all. 




Likewise, you spoke of being independent and not needing a good husband or even a good family 
unit to sustain or support you. I think part of that stems from the concept of a true freedom of choice. 
By being financially independent and emotionally self-sufficient you are able to be in a position 
whereby you can freely decide whom, if anyone, you wish to interact with. It is certainly consistent 
with what you expressed about wanting to choose the people in your life to be there because you 
simply wanted them - and not for what they could do for you. I really admire and respect that. And I 
agree and understand that only by removing all external factors and influences - to the point where 
you would be okay to be alone your entire life if you never meet someone that roused such feelings - 
can you truly be free to be in the biggest picture perspective and to selectively pick and choose what 
you want the most out of life. 



For me, I also did not grow up with a lot of security or stability, but it was perhaps a bit different 
compared to your situation. My own childhood experiences influenced me to take the perspective 
that at least from an individual, personal and subjective level that it did not always make much sense 
to take the "long-term" view on life. Given all the variability and uncontrollable factors in life, I 
adopted the view that what is here today may not be here tomorrow, and I had the notion that for all 
things important, if I didn't act right away, I might not ever get another chance to do so again. When 
my parents tried to instill the idea that I should be more like them and that I should make certain 
sacrifices in my youth in order to study hard and make something of myself so I could better enjoy life 
later on, etc I wholly rejected that notion and rebelled against it. I felt that since it was directly because 
of their wanting for a better life and such similar philosophies that was responsible for me becoming 
emotionally insecure at an early age in the first place, that therefore I was entirely justified in vowing 
that if I ever had children of my own in the future I would never inflect that sort of pain on them. Like 
you, I was also a big reader and daydreamer, but I chose to never postpone nor put that aside, and 
as a conseguence of my own personal experience, I took a different stance. 



But I am aware that for different reasons you took a different approach to your own insecurities. 
Sometimes I can be idealistic to the point of being naive. But I agree, however grudgingly, that money 
is often a stressor for couples. Perhaps growing up you might have even experienced that on a 
personal level with your own parents and their marriage. Maybe you witnessed at a young age the 
impact and toll that such stressors can have on a marriage and you vowed at an early age never to 
put yourself in a position of being financially dependent on any future husband, because you saw 
firsthand how your own father wasn't able to provide for his family in the way that he would have 
liked to do so, and mentally it was engrained and etched into your subconscious that as a future wife 
you couldn't rely upon any future husband to provide that for you, and that for your own family you 
did not wish to repeat that cycle nor inflect such instability upon your future self nor on your own 
future children. I think I understand. Only by studying hard, working hard, and by making something 




of yourself and being and becoming financially independent and emotionally self-sufficient could you 
then feel safe and comfortable enough in order to then let your guard down for the right person and 
to be vulnerable enough to truly expose and be yourself, and to love him without holding back. 
Without having to worry about your childhood insecurities being projected and extended into 
adulthood and unto that of your own future family unit. Of course, sometimes the projection of such 
"independence" can be inadvertently misconstrued as to be giving off a vibe of "back-off" to the 
perceptions of certain men, perhaps as to be lacking the sort of vulnerability which can sometimes be 
guite the guintessential element of femininity. From an objective standpoint, the inescapable truth is 
that there is often an adversarial force at work behind the scenes between the two genders even in 
the healthiest and loving of romantic relationships. I guess that is kind of like what you said about the 
"give-and-take". Perhaps you take the stance that any guy who is understanding enough to deal with 
your issues and work his way to the other side will ultimately have his faith and dedication rewarded, 
(though I think having to point it out defeats the purpose) 



It was pretty foolish of me to think that you would have showed up at the coffee shop or taken me up 
on such a whimsical offer, especially in retrospect. Though I truly want to believe I was absolutely 
serious, I think I came to visit for all the wrong reasons, and you made the right decision not to have 
written me back. To be honest, it wasn't all about you. When I hit age 30 1 suddenly realized that I had 
peaked and that it was all downhill from here on out, physically, intellectually, mentally and 
emotionally. I knew I was never going to find "her", (if she even exists at all) I had to come to terms 
with it in my own way. My trips out here to Seattle were not at all a waste of time, to some degree it 
wasn't even entirely about you so much as some element of it was an extension of what I had been 
unconsciously doing all my life, chasing after something that I've never found and will likely never 
behold. I certainty never done anything like this before - flying across the country to meet with 
someone whom I knew likely wouldn't show up - and I'll probably never do anything like this again in 
the future with or for anyone else - certainly not in this manner or fashion. Part of me imagined I was 
going to see "her", an archetype that exists only in my mind. I know for the right person (especially if I 
knew it was reciprocated) there is no limit to what I would do for her, and that my two trips to Seattle 
to see you pales in comparison. But when you didn't show, the other part of me was reminded of the 
sort of parental and maternal emotional abandonment that was imprinted upon me at far too young 
of an age. Selfishly, I didn't want to be alone my entire life and would have settled for second best, 
which is still definitely a high compliment to you, given that I'm not at all what you are ideally looking 
for. When you told me that if you were wrong and if such love doesn't exists and you ended up 
spending life alone that it would be sad but that you didn't mind it much, etc., you couldn't have 
known back then that I was also referring to myself and to my very own situation. 



Personally I've always felt that I was okay with never having children of my own. Part of me feels like it 
is selfish to want to thrust myself out there into the world in the form of replicating my genes and 
duplicating a portion of myself into the next generation, flaws and all. Another part of me guestions 




the wisdom of bringing children into such a hopeless world. You once mentioned to me that you can 
choose to act or not act but that there's no ultimate freedom from choice. I can't think of a better 
example of that than of the act of being brought into this world. No one really ever has a choice as to 
whether or not they would want to be born or not to be born. It is not like one can talk to one's yet to 
exist future children and ask them if they would want to be brought alive and to experience this thing 
we call life. I think I would only want to have children if whomever I ended up with truly wanted them. 

I would always think of it as her child/children and that I simply get to be a part of the whole 
experience. To me, I would derive the greatest joy and satisfaction from knowing that it was what she 
wanted and that it makes her happiest and that I had the privilege of being able to help her with that. 
But I would definitely hope for them to take after their mother instead of me. 



In your first message to me you wrote that you kept the perspective that you don't care where he is 
from, what he has done, or what he has been through, and that all you want to care about is who he 
is, and so that is what you look for. I agree. But I'd also like to believe that when one really loves 
someone else, one loves them at any age and at every age and all other moments in between, 
whether it is at 19 or 89. Who they were, who they are, and who they will become are all merely 
different facets of the one same holistic person. Past, present and future are different but inextricably 
and inseparably connected. Just imagine if you finally met 'him' for the very first time at age 60. 
Would it be any less meaningful that you met him then as opposed to if you had met during 
childhood or back in your school-going years? It would be different no doubt, the two of you would 
have a lot of catching up to do, and you would have wondered where he had been and what he had 
done all those years apart from you. But it in the end it would be a mere difference-in-sameness, 
because what is important is that you met, that is really what counts and matters. Whenever, 
wherever and however you met him, if it happens I think he will touch you on a level and in a way 
that makes it all the more worthwhile and then some. In one instant he can make it up to you for all 
those lost years. It would probably feel like a deepest most fervent sense of knowing and existing. 
Surreal and yet at the same time so very real. You once asked me if I ever encountered anything that 
would negate the dilemma of having to choose between all the different experiences that life has to 
offer. I can't say I have, but I know my answer is that I think a moment like that would negate 
everything else. I can't imagine anything that could possibly top a moment like that, and I've done a 
lifetime of imaginings. 



It is true that back in April I wanted to spend a whole entire day with you just chatting and getting to 
know you. I wanted to know the mindset of a girl like Nikki and what made you tick. I know now that 
you must have found the prospect of something like that to be overwhelming and intimidating. You 
told me you had spent a lot of time thinking about and searching for the right man that you wanted 
to end up with. I found that to be incredibly endearing and it intrigued me and I wanted to know 
more about it from you in person. Not only is that something I felt I could relate to, but I also wanted 
to help in whatever way I could, even if it was merely to offer some sort of insight or a new and 




different perspective. You see, I've always rooted for true love even in fictional novels and romance 
films, and I can't imagine feeling any differently about it if the situation were to really present itself to 
me in real life. It isn't even about doing what is right or taking the noblest path. I would never want a 
girl for myself if her heart was with someone else, not because of out of some misguided sense of 
ego, pride, jealousy or envy, but rather because deep down I believe in real love, I believe it triumphs 
all, and I always have and always will. So if I were to ever find myself in such a circumstance, I would 
be very confident that that overrides, overwhelms, negates, and displaces and keeps at bay any of the 
dyadic interpersonal attractions that I might harbor for her when I know that there is something or 
someone else more perfect for her. And that is the context in which I had intended to spend most of 
the entire day in terms of chatting with you and getting to know you. But somehow, for whatever 
reason still unbeknownst to me, I felt that it wasn't what you had wanted or desired. 



I wish, when you were still writing to me, that I had asked you to elaborate on what sort of unigue life 
experiences, emotional imperfections and baggage and issues that you were talking about and 
referring to. For me, these perceived flaws when juxtaposed next to your strengths and good 
attributes actually serve to enhance your overall total person and adds dimension and depth to your 
character; though I can understand if you might not feel that way about it or about yourself. 



In any case, if I were to be totally honest and completely truthful with myself, I have to concede that 
you were correct in your assessment that I did not value you nor our potential interaction back then. 
And certainly in the beginning I especially never took any of it that seriously. I was in it more for the 
thrill of letter writing rather than to really get to know you as a person with the intent of a relationship. 
I am someone who is physically pure but at times emotionally promiscuous. What you perhaps 
considered to be a 'personal collision' was to me just another Christian girl type who wrote very well. 
Every time I received a letter from you I immediately replied back without even giving it much 
thought. On some level and to some degree I was perhaps seeing how far I could take it without even 
taking the reguisite time to truly think things through and to really ask myself if that was what I really 
wanted. I lead you on about a lot of things, and although most of it was inadvertent, the effective end 
result was the same. Had I been in the proper frame of mind of wanting a relationship - as I had 
portrayed and represented to you in the initial message - 1 do not think the me back then would have 
reach out to you or contacted you in the first place; and as a conseguence it would have been my 
loss never to have known someone like you, nor to have been graced by your words and inspired by 
your thoughts. I have learned that life is not without its ironies. 



So I've asked myself how exactly it is that I've become so fascinated with you when in the beginning I 
didn't even feel - at that time - that you were pretty or attractive enough for me to go on a vacation 
with as a travel partner. Initially I viewed our correspondence as more or less hypothetical and 
fictional. It was almost like I was reading a dynamic book, with living, breathing pages, in which I got 




to respond to and interact with the author through her characters. And just when I got to the best 
parts, all of a sudden I felt everything came to an abrupt end and I craved for more and the only 
thing that I could do was perhaps search in real life to contact and ask the author for either a 
continuation or for a proper ending and conclusion. And while initially I believed all I wanted was 
some proper closure, later on I decided to write to you even if you never wrote back to me again. In a 
sense it was a way for me to continue where the author had left off. But over time I was reminded of 
what you said about commitment being a choice even when one didn't feel like it, and that it always 
came down to being about a choice. It rang true with me and haunted me because it was something 
that I solely lacked in my life. And so I made the choice, the decision, and the commitment to persist 
regardless of outcome and without it ever being contingent or conditional upon any external factors. 
Throughout all of that I came to realize when reading and re-reading all your letters and reflecting 
back upon our correspondence and interaction that just what a truly wonderful person you are. Over 
time I think the initial distinctions between persistence and intrigue became blurred to the point of no 
longer being discernable. You become all I could think about. So whatever the reasons, motives, or 
intentions, I don't think I've ever thought so much about any other person as perhaps I have about 
you. And I have never written to anyone in the way I've written to you, and perhaps I'll never be able 
to do so again. 



And I think I do get it, you love to write and perhaps the real reason you shared such personal things 
with me in the beginning and was willing to be so vulnerable was because you were trying to assess 
what potential, if any, there might have existed. Continuing to write to someone in that way who you 
have assessed wasn't "him" would likely have made you feel exposed and uncomfortable, if not 
disloyal. Perhaps that is what you meant when you said that 'freedom' wouldn't still exists if you 
accepted money or gifts in exchange for your time and for writing with me. It wasn't like I couldn't 
write well, so it had to be the other reason. I know that even though there is no physical or even 
visual element to writing, that it can be intimate in its own way, and you probably much rather reserve 
that for the right man rather than doing it carelessly with someone who you believe had decided you 
held no value (in your mind) and had canceled his trip in which he was to come see you. Since you 
mentioned being wanted was a crucial component, I can see how you would have interpreted it as a 
personal rejection and how it would have affected you in that way and triggered such latent 
insecurities. I'm sorry if I acted so childish and immature, at times like a toddler throwing a tantrum 
when he didn't get what he wanted. I feel really stupid about all of this. I am also very truly sorry that I 
was so critical of you at times, I didn't really mean it. I inherited it from my mother's side, but I know 
that is no excuse. I know I tend to over-analyze things, but I think for this one last final message, I've 
finally said all that there is left for me to say to you. 



Poulsbo is a cute little town, I was definitely too guick to judge in the beginning. Through I couldn't 
see the Milky Way galaxy with my naked eyes, the stars there at night are nonetheless far brighter and 
clearer than here in DFW metroplex. While I only stayed a total of three days on my second visit, I felt 




that everyone I encountered was friendly and there was none of the dreaded "Seattle Freeze". I will 
say people in Seattle really can't drive because I almost got hit twice on the roads in one day. I was 
pleasantly surprised to learn from Jeffrey (I think that is his name? he is the elderly guy who mans the 
coffee shop in the mornings) that the Poulsbohemian Coffeehouse was actually open on New Year's 
Day as well as the day after. He also told me they paid one of the baristas to do a makeover of the 
website but then she guit working there and also took down the website so now they have no 
website, kind of lame if you ask me. I put a $50 dollar gift card under your name if you ever want to 
go pick it up, it is not exactly like I'll have any use of it, since I don't drink coffee. On New Year's Eve I 
had dinner at Sogno di Vino and then afterwards I took a stroll along Front Street. Sogno di Vino 
wasn't exactly Canlis but at least I didn't have to make reservations, but they did put me upstairs in 
the bar area, I usually hate bars and alcohol but it turned out okay. The lights and decorations on 
Front Street made the tiny street/block seem absolutely magical, all that was missing was perhaps 
Christmas music through the loudspeakers, it was eerily guiet and so very cold, but the sky was clear 
and there was little to no wind. I enjoyed the slow walk, which turned out to be a very memorable 
one, with my fingers almost frozen off, I only wished that I had brought along with me a Canon DSLR 
(for good low-light ISO) this time around. All the shops were closed and empty, and there were no 
one else there, save for a couple walking down the streets with their little child, and for a single 
moment I selfishly wondered "what if"... and what it would have been like to have experienced a 
perfect moment like that with you. This time around I am more careful to choose my words with 
particular distinction, to say what I mean and mean exactly what I say, and Ijust wanted to say that I 
feel like I've really missed you. I know I will always think about you and think fondly of you. 



I also think the guy you end up with would be very lucky to have you; as a friend, lover, future wife, 
mother of his future children, and maybe perhaps even his soulmate. I think that when you finally 
meet him, somehow you will just know. 



Bo 



P.S. If you don't mind it, I still want to send you one gift every year on your birthday, for the rest of my 
life. It will never be anything too personal, and it will only ever be camera or audio/visual related gear. 
I've already mentally made this commitment, and it is a small one to make. I'm actually pretty terrible 
at photography, I'm more fascinated with the technology. But I do know that better eguipment yields 
better pictures at any skill level. You are always free to accept or reject it. For this year I was thinking 
the Canon EF 35mm f/1.4L II USM Lens. And for your 30th birthday, a telescope of some kind comes 
to mind, perhaps the Celestron CPC Deluxe 1100 HD. 




